





A T orfybire Tragedy. 

greateft forrow, my extreme!! bleeding* now my 
Joule bleeds. 

H,tf. Hovnow ? kindc to me ? did not I wound 
thee.ieaue thee for dead 

Wife. Tut,far*regreater wounds did my breft feele, 
Vnkindnefle ftrikes a deeper wound then ftcele. 

You hauebeene ftiil vnkinde to me. 

tf«/Taith,and fo I thinke 1 haue* 

I did my murders roughly out of hand, 

Defperate and fuddaine,but thou haft deuiz’d 
A fine way now to kill mec,thou haft giuen mine cies 
Seauen wounds a peece *now glides thediuell from 
Me, departs at euery ioynt,heaucs vp my nailcs. 

Oh catch him new torments jthat were nere inuented 
Binde him one thoufand more you blcffed Angels, 
In that bottomleffe pit,let him not rife 
To make men a&e vnnaturall tragedies. 

To fpread into a Father, and in fury. 

Make him his childrens executioners. 

Murder his wife, his feruants, and who not ? 

For that man’s darke, where heauenis quite forgot, 

Wife.Cfa my repentant husband. 

H».My deare foule,whom I too much haue wrongd 
For death I die,and for this haue I long* d. 

Wife. Thou fhouldft not (be aflured) for thelc faults 
Die, if the law could forgiue as foonc as L 


Children laid out, 
HayCWhat fight is yonder l 
Wife , Oh, our two bleeding boyes 
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4 Yorkshire Tragedy. 

Laid foorth vpon the threlhold. Cc , 

^asessss;'^ 

And both yout murders ftioote Vpo n my cheekcs 
Butjfou arep byingin the Angels laps, X ’ 

And will not Iooke on me. 

Who void of grace, kild you in beggery. 

t ru ij* my wifties now attainc, 

(hould then wifh you liuing were againc * 

Though 1 did beg with you,which thing! feard 
Oh twas ; the enemy my eyes fo bleard. 

Oh wou d you could pray hcauen me to forgiue, - 
That will vnto my end repentant liue. 

mf It makes me eene forget all other forrowes. 
And leaue part with this. * 

Officer .t-ome7wiiryou goe"? 

> e !“?? ^ bloud 1 fyiMnd then lie goe. 

My foulcis bloudied,weIl may my lips be fo. 

Farwell deere Wife, now thou and I muft part, 
lot thy wrongs, repent me with my heart. 
wife. Oh ft ay, thou thalt not goe. 

Huf rhat’s but in vaine,you fee it muft be fo. 
Farwellyc bloudy afhes of my boyes 3 
My punifhments are their eternall ioyes. 

Let euery father looke well into my deeds. 

And then their heirs may profper, while mine 
Exeunt Husband with officer s> 
Wifc.Motc wretched am I now in this diftreffe, 
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